all at once a little line of insufferable brightness that
(before I can write these five words) was grown to half
an orb, and now to a whole one, too glorious to be dis-
tinctly seen. It is very odd it makes no figure on paper;
yet I shall remember it as long as the sun, or at least as
long as I endure. I wonder whether any body ever saw
it before ? I hardly believe it.

THOMAS GRAY (from The Letters]

Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet,
With charm of earliest Birds ; pleasant the Sun
When first on this delightful Land he spreads
Hfs oriend Beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flour,
Glistring with dew; fragrant the fertil earth
After soft showers ; and sweet the coming on
Of grateful Evening milde, then silent Night
With this her solemn Bird and this fair Moon,
And these the Gemms of Heav'n, her starrie train ;
But neither breath of Morn when she ascends
With charm of earliest Birds, nor rising Sun
On this delightful Land, nor herb, fruit, floure,
Glistring with dew, nor fragrance after showers,
Nor grateful Evening mild, nor silent Night
With this her solemn Bird, nor walk by Moon,
Or glittering Starr-light without thee is sweet.
As one who long in populous City pents
Where Houses thick and Sewers annoy the Aire,
Forth issuing on a Summers Morn to breathe
Among the pleasant Villages and Farmes
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